PUPPETS THROUGH AMERICA
is a magnificent flying field named after them. You go into
Xenia and find tree-shaded, well-to-do streets, and you go
into the country by leafy lanes with blue mists of chicory
flowers in the banks, and finally you arrive at Fort Ancient
State Park and find yourself climbing a great wooded hill,
walking among the remains of prehistoric mound-building
Indians, and looking out magnificently over the valley of the
Little Miami river. And you wind up by drinking Lime
Rickeys and in going to a very amusing performance, in the
Yellow Springs Opera House, of The Streets of New York,
produced excellently by the professional dramatic workers of
Antioch College, who are starting off on a summer tour.
There seems to be no reason why you should live anywhere
but in Yellow Springs.
We left Yellow Springs by train, and coming in by degrees
to the suburbs of Detroit we almost wished we hadn't. The
first walk-out into a strange city is perhaps the best. We
walked-out into Detroit the evening we arrived and found
ourselves among huge, decorative buildings that looked like
art galleries and museums, great buildings rearing moun-
tainous walls above us, great pink-cake buildings with green
marzipan trimmings, and grey buildings with gold trimm-
ings, and streets of windows running up the facades. But
when we read the name plates we found that they were
Trust Companies, an organisation I have never dared to
inquire about for fear of exposing my ignorance or of not
comprehending the explanations.
" Couldn't you make a little drawing of that one? " said
Winifred, and we were convulsed, and then terrified, because
on looking round no one was laughing, or singing, or seemed
to be living at all in this wonder city of the world. More
sedately we walked on, but were severely shocked by seeing